CHAPTER VII

THE   FIELD  OF  OIL

OUR motor-boat glided to one of Abadan's many jetties.
We stepped ashore at noon. The fire siren gave the
luncheon blast. Idly we wondered what would happen were
there a fire at that very moment. Presumably everyone
would go off as usual, unwittingly leaving the flames to burn.

The D.P. was ushered into the majesty of Number Three
at the water's edge, while we found hardly less exalted
comfort at Number Ten. That afternoon we were shown
how the wheels went round. For mile upon mile machinery
towered above us and sprang from beneath our feet, always
being repaired, erected, or destroyed to make way for
something new. Incidentally, B.P. stood for many things
besides British Petrol, including Benzine Persane and
Barikallah Pahlevi; which means Praise be to Allah for the
Shah Pahlevi!

There were rows of houses, mostly bungalows, for the
employees of the Anglo-Iranian Oil Company; English,
Iranian, and a dwindling company of Indians. The
British community alone numbered over a thousand, their
exile ameliorated by playing-fields and clubs, one housed
in a flat-bottomed steamer moored in a wide channel.

We were invited to visit the oil-fields. In the old days,
orders to go to "Fields" were greeted with a sigh. The
Shatt-al-Arab flowed in a bulge between Abadan and
Khorram-Shahr, called Mohammerah until the recent
campaign for purging Iran of her foreign words. So by
steamer the journey took us about an hour, although
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